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One 


Author's Notes: 
Crackbunny, courtesy of Chrissy 


"Jon Bon Jovi's conscience?" 


A tall, willowy woman stood in the doorway to the waiting room, glasses perched on her nose as she read from 


her clipboard. 
No one answered. She looked up - the room was empty. Wait, no, not empty. A man in red leather pants was 
sitting in the corner. Two horns stuck out of his forehead, looking even brighter than they were against his 


black hair. 


He hadn't bothered to speak up when she called because his mouth was otherwise occupied with the mouth of 
the blond man in his lap. The kiss was so heated the blond's halo kept knocking against the other man's horns. 


The secretary glanced back at her clipboard - Tico was the man in red, the blond in his lap's name was David. 


Tico was certainly getting into the kiss - through the gauzy, loose material of David's pants, she could see his 
hands squeezing David's backside. 


Huh. That was different. 
She cleared her throat and spoke a little louder. "Jon Bon Jovi's conscience." 


David jumped a little, wings fluttering, and pulled away from Tico. A light blush covered his cheeks as he stood 
up, the pants not so loose in the front. Tico just frowned a little. 


"What?" His voice was a low growl, but whether that came from his anger at being interrupted or that was 


just how he talked, she couldn't say. 

“They'll see you now." 

David bit his lower lip, wringing his hands together. She didn't blame him for looking worried - there was one 
man in charge of the angelic consciences, one man for the devilish ones, and the two bosses only joined up 


when a pair were really in trouble. 


She led them down the hall and into the office to wait for their bosses, unable to resist giving poor David a 
sympathetic pat on the head before she walked out. 


David drew his legs up in the chair and rested his chin on his knees, looking over at Tico. "Are we in big 


trouble?" 

"OF course not" 

"You're lying." 

Tico smiled. "Baby, I'm Satan's minion. Of course l'm lying." 
David frowned. "Right. | forgot" 

"What, you think the horns and tail are accessories?" 
"No, | just - | forgot" 


Tico snickered and ruffled his hair. "Good thing you have such a cute ass. If you had to get by on your brains 
you'd be fucked." 


"Hey!" 


"Minion" 


"Right." 


The door swung open; David gulped. Two identical men, one clad all in black and the other all in white, strode in 


and took their seats. The man in white sat behind the desk, the man in black perching on the front. 
The man in white spoke first. "Hello, David. Lovely to see you again. How was the trip up?" 

"F - fine." 

"Good, good. Glad to hear it" 

"Way to fuck up, fuckup," the man in black snarled at Tico. 

"Yeah, well, | learned from the best, boss." 

| trust you two know why you're here," said the man in white. David and Tico both nodded. 


"Cause we didn't pay enough attention to our charge and as a result he engaged in unbalanced behavior that 


was harmful to himself, his peers, and his life in general," David said. 
"Well, aren't you a smart litle shit?" 
David drew his legs up further and shrank back in his chair. 


"Now, Stephen, be civil," the man in white said, smiling gently at David. "I'm Bob, by the way," he said, turning to 


Tico. "And you're Tico, correct?" 

Last time | checked" 

"Tico, behave," chided David. Tico rolled his eyes; Stephen chuckled. 
"Keeps you on a short leash, eh?" 


Tico scowled. Bob cleared his throat. "Back to business, boys. And yes, David, you hit it right on the head. The 
two of you neglected your duties, and as a result Mr. Bon Jovi made a number of..questionable. life decisions 


without the proper consideration. Stephen, will you read them the list?" 


"With pleasure," Stephen said with a wicked grin, picking up a clipboard from the desk. "Let's see. Mr. Bon Jovi 
divorced his wife, kicked her out of the house, called her a ‘dumpy old hag’, and refused to take any custody 
of the children. Then he sold his house, all his cars, and every other material possession, donating the money 


to various charities. 


"When he realized he was homeless and broke, he panicked, and moved in with a Mr. Richie Sambora, his friend 
and bandmate. Mr. Bon Jovi killed Richie in his sleep, slept with his wife - several times - and stole one of 
their cars. He went to a local strip club, gave all the money he had stolen from the Samboras to one stripper, 


telling her to ‘clean herself up and get a better life’. 


"From the strip club, he robbed three local liquor stores. Area police found him a week later in a ditch 
surrounded by empty bottles. He is currently serving jail time for the multitude of crimes he committed” 


Tico started snickering. Stephen slammed the clipboard down on the desk; David practically leapt behind his 
chair at the loud CRACK. 


"This. Is. Not. A. Joke," Stephen hissed. "Your job is to keep him balanced so he doesn’t ruin his life. Have a little 
fun at his expense, sure, | expect that. This is - what the fuck is this?" 


"| do hope there's a good explanation for this, boys." 

David nodded rapidly. “There is! There is!" 

Stephen leaned forward, leering at David. "Really." 

David squeaked. 

"If you scare him so much he can't talk, you're not getting an explanation 


"Tico's right, Stephen. Sit back and behave." Stephen scowled, but settled back on the desk. "Now, which one of 
you is going to tell us what exactly happened that you stopped paying attention to your charge?" 


Stephen leered. "| want David to tell it." 


